out the lights. The firelight flickered over the room, tracing shadows
on the walls, pushing back the cold, wet night that crept in at tr&
window.
"I hope it'll be a nice day to-morrow," Julia said, pulling the
blankets up to her chin. " I hate a rainy Sunday."
Gabrielle mumbled drowsily. In a few minutes her quiet, regular
breathing told Julia she was asleep.
To Julia, sleep came less easily. Her dreams were waking. She was
reaching out towards the future. There would be a place for her in
the world of achievement, she felt sure. There must be. She had"
reached a milepost in her life that marked the way between yesterday
and to-morrow. As yet, she could not read the definite direction to
which it pointed, but that the direction was there she could not doubt.
She heard her father come upstairs.   Her mother's voice complained
in the hall.   Gradually the house grew still, settled into a silence that ,
travelled deep into wilderness.
The room in which Julia lay held fast the memories of its own
eventful past. The second Julia must have planned her future care-
fully from this same maple bed, must have dreamed the dreams that
visited the modern Julia to-night as she sought a practical plan for
her future.
Only, the early Julia would have thought in terms of marriage, not
of a career. In the years between 1827 and 1880, when she lived, there
were few things a girl could do but marry. Yet she had been slow J5
make up her mind. Gabrielle Le Due was twenty-one when she
married the first James, but her daughter Julia was older than that.
She was married from die present house, which was built in 1851. By
the standards of the day she and Gabrielle must have been virtually
old maids, reflected Julia.
" Maybe she -was like me," Julia thought. " She knew what she
wanted and waited for it. Only I'm not going to wait for it," she
decided, turning her back on the flickering firelight, " I'm going out
after it."